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TO THOMAS PRINGLE, 



AUTHOR OF " EPHEMERIDES." &c. 

Now that fresh flowers on every bank abound, 
Up^springing new, with old familiar looks ; 
And blooming trees shower blossoms to the 
ground, 
Light fairy shallops for the summer brooks ; 
And songs are loud in every bush and tree. 

And sweet as they are loud, and long as sweet. 
Do I present fresh flowers, new songs to thee. 

Befitting bards, and for the season meet. 
Would they were fairer, would they were more 
gay! 
But who may rule the chords which nature 
strung ! 
Her child, though not her favourite, to her sway 

Submitting still, thus simply have I sung. 
And, thus by thee befriended, forth I bring 
This friendship's offering — ^blooms of many a 
spring. 



Whitsuntide, 1830. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The aathor deems it bis duty to state that many 
of the lesser poems in this collectioD have already 
appeared in annual publications ; and that for the 
praise and censure then and there bestowed upon 
them, if conscientiously given, his thankful ac- 
knowledgments are due. 

He is well aware that the leading appellation^ 
^ Antediluvian Sketches/ may to many seem too 
comprehensive for the few and short pieces bear- 
ing that title; but it will seem less strange to 
them when they are informed, that originally the 
writer's intention was to have added considerably 
to the number, when, as in Hudibras, 

" The adyentnre of the Bear and Fiddle 
Is 8img^-bat breaks off in the middle,*' 

his mind growing weary of the snbject, he desist- 
ed, thinking it not improbable that the reader's 
would grow weary too. 

He is also well aware how small a portion he 
has filled up of the simple and sublime historical 
outline, given in the Bible, whereby we feci rather 
than are told, the story of the first human family ; 
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Vlll ADVERTISEMENT. 

and, also, how strongly this will be felt by persons 
of enlarged mind, and creatine imagination, who 
will think with Shakspeare of the masterly touches, 
of, 

** & band, a leg, a head — 
Whereby the whole may be imagined." 

Still to such the antediluvian world is yet open, 
and will always be a sublime mystery, — a field 
of infinite speculation and delight. 

The only apology that can be offered for the 
inferiority of some poems, is, that they were 
amongst the author's earliest efforts, and were 
selected more in obedience to feeling than judg- 
ment. The Sonnet to Bolivar was written in 
1825, when there was but one opinion of that 
hero's character : of his recent history the writer 
knows nothing. 

The " Count and Princess," a story from 
Boccacio, originally announced as forming a 
portion of. this volume, was, at the Publishers' 
suggestion, omitted ; and will, with other stories 
in verse, make its appearance hereafter. 

Nottingham, \^^(i. 
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PRJEFATORY SONNET. 



'* Misspend thy time no more/' the stern will say, 

'' Playing the fool with paper, pens, and ink ; 
Wear in some useful craft thy life away, 

But verse or prose leave thou to men who think. 
Shakespeare we have, Milton, and Wordsworth 
too, 

Men ' for all time,' if not for their own ' age ; ' 
Bjrron and Shelley, Keats and Coleridge, few, 

Butyet an host,— Time tends them as their Page. 
Crabbe, Campbell, Southey, have we also, men 

Amongst the greatest, great — and what art 
thou ? " 
Not strong of eye and wing like these; but then. 

To eagles only canst thou life allow? 
The time thus spent — was sweetly spent — is — gone: 
And if a fool, I was a happy one. 
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' Satan transforms himself into an ang^l of light.** , 

St. Paul. 
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EVE'S SECOND TEMPTATION. 



" Ck>nfoiinded, prying near, the tempter stood. 
When of the hninan pair the doom he heard. 
Pained that himself must snifer, and from Man. 
^ Nor less, when Michael with a Prophet's hand 
To Adam bared all time, heard he, intent 
GkMl's will to thwart, and to distress mankind ; 
Envying the good to them foreshown, and thence 
Pining to work more wde." 



Resting her pitcher, filled, upon the bank 
Of the Euphrates, loudly rippling by, 
Eve, busied in the past, thus musing, spake. 
'' Walks God yet in the garden in the cool 
And quiet of. the day ? Perhaps to Him 
The glory, which as a spirit within it dwelt, 
Present, revealed in every form of grace. 
Which silently reproached us with our loss. 
Hath sanctifiect it — from our taint redeemed. 
Haunts of delight ! walks which to the feet 

B 2 
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4 EVE'S SECOND TEMPTATION. 

Gave gl&dsome answers, pleased with our tread. 
But afterwards most silent, make ye now, 
Make ye soft music in the quiet eve, 
Unto the footsteps of the eternal God ? 
My thoughts return where I may not return, 
And, like the river that beside me flows. 
Filled with reproachful memories of the past.'' 
This uttered plaintively, she turned, and saw, , 
A heavenly-seeming shape, but somewhat sad. 
Present, and near her, whom she thus address'd. 
'' Michael thou art, or so dost seem to me?'' 
'^ Michael I am — contented not to seem," 
Promptly the spirit answered, little pleased. 

** Comes dimness then over celestial forms," 
Said Eve, '* that thou art faded— of the brightness, 
Wherewith thou gloriously wert robed and crowned 
Thus sadly reft ? Has sorrow reached to heaven ? " 

" Eve, think it not," he said, " but to thy vision 

Refer the loss. Looking upon the stream. 

Came there not sadness in the sight — ^the sound, 

Came it not also heavy on the wind? 

If in the radiant circle of a flower 

Aught dark thou sees't, the shade is from thine 

eyes. 
Art thou not now the centre of all grief. 
The fountain whence must flow all bitter waves ? " 
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EVE'S SECOND TEMPTATION. 5 

"Alas!" sighed Eve, "then paleness on the 

stars 
Is from ns cast ; and the world's cheerful face. 
As from a heart inly bnt ill at ease, 
Is faint, and yieldeth not its wonted smiles, 
Its flowers profuse and fruits. Adam is yet 
Toiling beneath the shadow of the rocks. 
Scarcely his toil sufficeth ns, our need 
Groweth with labour. Wofully the curse 
Is on us, from wiChin, and from without, — 
More from within. >The children in their play 
Quarrel and vex each other, and their tears 
Fall on our hearts like fire. Utterly lost 
Unto the full delights of innocence. 
Which could in all things find fit aliment. 
Not from the happy garden shut alone. 
But from the Eden of the heart expelled, 
Dark Passion's fiery brands wave to and fro. 
That there no more we enter. From the trees. 
With gradual death, aftemate fall the leaves. 
And the flowers perish— -cire their certain time. 
Thus, one by one, die from us our delights : 
And death is certain — certain though deferred. 
God's messengers, winged with the morning light. 
Have ceased their visits to us, and it seems 
Strange thou art thus permitted. Unto sadness. 
The daily growth of solitary thought. 
Left, as the dowry of an evil life. " 
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6 EVE'S SECOND TEMPTATION. 

With utterance that reproved, then said the 

shape, 
" Eve— dost thou murmur at the will of God ! 
Hast thou not fashioned for thyself a life 
Distinct from His ? Thou should'st be satisfied. 
His will had made thee happy, but thine own 
Placed thee apart ; and but a little space 
To move from God is to be far from bliss ! ** 

Pained with the truth, Eve answered hastily, — 
'' This do I know, thou shew'st me nothing new ; 
I know it well as thou, and therefore sorrow. 
For this I ate — and knowledge came with pain ; 
And dimly in the distance cometh death. 
Teach me to war with pain, and to subdue ; 
Teach me to conquer death, or to elude: 
For thou art versed in knowledge, and to Adam 
Hast visioned forth boldly all coming time.'' 

Pleased was the spirit so ill Eve to wake 
A zealous boldness, and continued thus : — 
'' Faint pictures were they of the coming time. 
Thou knowest not wliat evil from thee springs, — 
What death. But wherefore art thou thus per- 
turbed ? 
Thou askest not with meekness, but dost seem 
Flushed with a fiery spirit to demand : 
And am I at thy bidding ?'' 
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EVE'S SECOND TEMPTATION. 7 

"Taunt me not;" 
Eve quick rejoined, '' we are not as we were : 
Thou may'st reproach me, not as thou wast wont, 
Conquering with sweetness and with dignity, 
Which spoke thee come from God. Down from 

thy brow 
A glory hath fallen, star-like to the dust. 
We are not as we were ; and if I speak. 
With an unusual energy made bold, 
I question from thine impulse : there is in thee 
That which doth stir me with strange questionings. 
With new desires — but can'st thou fill with hope ?" 

Then spake the seeming seraph, paled with fear: 
'* Still dost thou see amiss. Mine is the shape 
Given me of God ; and meekness once was thine. 
And modesty and grace ; and were they still, 
I should before thee stand undimmed, unchanged. 
These thou hast lost, but these thou may'st regain, 
If thou art true unto thyself, hast power 
To know thy better nature, and dare trust 
Thy life into His hand who gave thee life." 
He paused : for Eve, turning, thus softly said : 

'' It is the same^it is the very same. 
The nightingale that sang within the bower 
In Eden, coming near us to renew 
Its song, my sorrow with sad melody. 
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8 EVE'S SECOND TEMPTATION. 

When to the night we of our happiness 
Lent gentle wakeful hours, it filled our ears, 
It filled our hearts : now nothing satisfies, 
And that the least which pleased us then the 

most." 
Eye ceased, astonished ; for the serpent rose 
Up through the tree, and the melodious bird. 
Lost sweetly in its own difiTused sound, 
Died with its song. Whence Satan : — 

'' From on high 
Behold the sign, nor be the sign in vain. 
Destroy the serpent. Hath not God declared 
That thine, or thou, armed with superior might. 
With energy divine, should conquer death, 
Bruising the serpent's head ? 

" With words of power 
I now would rouse thee from thy apathy — 
Thy sleep— a torpor from the realms of death. 
To Adam have I shewn, as in a dream. 
And but a dream if thou art wisely moved. 
Great men, who by a single act redeem 
Millions from worse than death ; who raise their 

names 
As stars above the nations, and with God 
Have honour. Naught for God can ye perform ; 
His are the cattle which ye offer him. 
The herds which spot a thousand pasture hills, 
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EVFS SECOND TEMPTATION. 9 

And tbe faint offerings of unhallowed lips 
Are mists impure before the Sun of Truth. 
For him ye can do nothing — all is his ; 
All save the human will, and darkly tinged 
Evil bears there most sway. Awake, awake. 
And o'er the world of knowledge ye have won 
Assume direction ; break the chains which bind 
The soul in deadly bondage ; for till now 
Much evil have ye known and little good. 
Wisely awake all evil to prevent, 
All future evil, by the vision moved 
Of faithful Abram ; framed in thought, to stir 
All the soul's noblest energies, to clothe 
With fervent zeal the spirit — else in vain. 
Submit thy will to God's, and put thy life 
Into thine hand, prepared to do his will, 
Even to death ; of His support assured : 
Herein more great than Abram, who alone 
Offers another's life. 

" How sweet to be 
Theme of all gratulation, through all time : 
By one great deed redeeming weakness past : 
To bring back beauty to the faded earth ; 
But most in human hearts to reinstate 
Spiritual beauty. Once again the link, 
If once, for ever, which the lower world 
Unites with heaven, the mind of man with God. 
Then not to be lamented^ rather cause 
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10 EVE'S SECOND TEMPTATION. 

Of tiiamph, since the subtle tempter foiled 
By bis own act, from eyil cometb good. 
Most fortunate to evil for a time 
That Man has been subjected, if hence spring 
Infinite blessing — ^knowledge without death. 
Destroy the serpent.'^ 

Sadly answered Eve : — 
" Alas ! I cannot, I am very weak ; 
Wise is the serpent, very wise and strong, 
And harmless unopposed, but when provoked 
Cruel and deadly. Wherefore unto me 
Whilst Adam lives, and holds more powerful 

life, 
Whose dignity of mind and mien were sought 
Earliest of thee aforetime, as more meet 
For thy companionship, why unto me 
Dost thou disclose this purpose-— to the weak, 
Leaving apart the strong ? '* 

Then Satan thus : 
*' Vainly to Adam were this theme addressM. 
Who ate the first of the forbidden tree, 
Loathing the free obedience, service sweet. 
To the Most High— who ate the first and fell ? 
By thy own hand this glory must be fashioned 
Or the true grandeur of the world be dim. 
If by thy infants' tears thou art accused. 
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EVFS SECOND TEMPTATION. 11 

Mild accuBation, can'st thou live to hear 
Ungentle taunts, and imprecations stem, 
In loathings of the life, which thou hast given, 
And loved death ? 

'' But rather let us turn 
To what more readily may be achieved, 
This unattempted, deemed beyond thy strength. 
To me there is a music in the flow, 
A happy sound, the birth of purity. 
In the Euphrates — most majestical. 
How beautifully blue it back the heavens 
Reflecteth in its bosom, the light clouds, 
Fleecy, and graceful blown by gentle winds. 
Moving along the deeps. Islands of rest. 
Where spirits might foid their wings overwearied. 
Received as on a couch amid the blue. 
Eldest and holiest of the elements, 
Hence famed for sanctity, thus moving free, 
Tet gently, flowing from the walks of God, 
As loath to leave the seat of Happiness ! 
A power dwells in thee gifted to renew 
Man's fallen nature ; and a future age, 
Eve ! if the present grace thou turn aside. 
Shall claim, with thanks to God, the privilege,-*- 
Shall wash, and shall be clean.'' 

Eve answered moved : 
" Here to descend were little to be feared ; 
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12 EVE'S SECOND TEMPTATION. 

Retarning safe, the boon were lightly won ; 

Bat with the little fear is little hope, 

That I from taint shall thus redeem mankind/' 

" Fear not/' the Spirit cried elate, " fear not; 
Bat God will such high virtue recompence. 
Fearless descend, and Sin and Woe will cease, 
And Death be Life and Inmiortality. 
No more the mother of a world of death, 
But of immortal blessedness and youth. 
Thy children will not blush to hear thy name. 
Hanging thbir heads with sorrow, but in songs. 
The natural music of most innocent hearts, 
Pour forth their admiration, and their love. 
How beautiful I to be, in spite of years. 
Unworn, undimmed, unwrinkled with dark age. 
As graceful as thy daughters and as fair ; 
More fair, more graceful, as the first and best. 
How blessed unto Eden to return, 
Not sad at heart abandoned of all hope, 
A happy family, and once again 
Peopling the solitary walks with bliss ! " 

He ceased : and £ye, assenting, gladly said : 
'* Thas well assured, my disobedience 
Were folly, and the terms I free accept." 
Then o'er the stream, dark with the depth, she 
hung. 
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EVE'S SECOND TEMPTATION. 13 

A moment's pause — a moment — ^when the sound 
Of Adam's voice came distant on her ear, — 
She turned — and was alone — ^thus briefly left-— 
Then well she knew it was the £?il-One. 
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EVENING AND NIGHT. 



A SOULOQUY OF ABEL. 

The flowers are closing, and the few first stars 
Are dimly twinkling in the deepening blue ; 
The dewy mist, that riseth from the river. 
In chrystal drops is beaded on the stems, 
On the fresh leaves, and on the tinted flowers. 
Few of the songs which cheered the open day, 
Few, yet more loud, the evening cheer and charm. 
No more the elephant beneath the shade 
Reposeth, where the shadowy palm was cool ; 
No more the lion in the thicket lies, 
Retired from noon-tide heat ; the pard no more 
Is, where the fountain gushed beside him, 

couched ; 
The eagle, too, hath left his mountain home, 
And with the lion will he share the prey. 
Surely the eventide hath power to wake. 
With its calm might, in all things, energy ; 
That thus all powerful natures are abroad. 
Deserted thus, the eyrie and the lair. 
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EVENING AND NIGHT. 15 

The light that is a wanderer now departs, 
Following its giver through the glorious west, 
Following the faded crimson of the clouds. 

Awake, O nightingale ! voice of the night ! 
The melody of darkness body forth. 
The songs of loneliness. Now, mighty things 
Of solemn, mood are present ; now, the earth 
Is hushed to hear thy music ; wake ! awake ! 
Silence is sad until thy strain be heard. 
Sing, that the river's song be lost in thine. 
And sigh of leaves, wind-stirred. Awake, that we 
No more may deem we hear our beating hearts. 
Listening intense, amid the night-fall's hush. 
The night is now thine auditor,— the stars 
Lamps in thy temple of immortal song. 
Sing ! till thou only seemest in the world. 
Stilling all life — all life by thee entranced — ^ 
Binding all souls in bands of ecstacy ! 

Fair is the dome of heaven : the stars intense 
Bum in the blue, the blue without a cloud : 
Dark is the earth, the heavens are clearly dark. 
And leaves and flowers seem darkling of one hue. 
Yet, beautiful is night ! and silence here 
In the awed soul stirs music ; whilst the stars 
Lead the free thoughts to follow in their track, 
Paths^ to the throne of God ; till the full heart 
Pours forth its wealth in worship unconfined ! 
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THE CURSE OF BLOOD. 



A SOLILOQUY OF CAIN. 



' And Cain said unto the Lord, My punishment is greater than I 
can bear."— GBNBsia. 



The land to which I fled is not the land 

Of hope foreshewn, an outcast am I there, 

A wanderer thence, yet hopeless I return. 

Had Abel risen against me in the field, 

Had he prevailed as I, him had his God 

Of guilt acquitted — favourite as he was 

Of God and man — then over both had hung 

For evermore, the curtains of one rest. 

Why unto me descended as a dowry 

All that Eve^s weakness earned of dark and 

dread. 
Inheritor of evil ! and from these 
Why was alone exempt the younger one ? 
All that was lavished on' most innocent Eve, 
Prime in creation, soft and winning grace^ 
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THE CURSE OF BLOOD. 17 

With Adam's dignity of form and mien. 

To Abel falling as an heritage ! 

Favoured in life^ — ^but favoured most with death. 

First-bom of earth, the type of earthly power, 
Henceforth the type of guilt, with power twin- 
born ! 
Of the slain brother, son to the bereaved !— 
Their pangs alone reproach me ! Years ! O, years ! 
Ye stretch before me like a midnight cloud : 
I walk in darkness, and death's shadow vast 
Is on me from the dead. No more — no more 
Goes with me forth abroad into the earth 
Awe of God's image — safeguard to the pure ! 
Armed did we seem to still the elements : 
Charmed, that things savage quickly changed or 

fled: 
I by the elements am buffetted : 
Fear from me rests no longer on the brute ; 
The Lion, in the jungle starting, glares 
Fiercely upon me with his fiery eyes, 
Crouches, and scowls, or sullen stalks away. 
This mark, which God hath in my forehead set, 
Prevents them, that they do not unto me 
As I did unto Abel, or, ere now. 
Silence had been my sepulchre, and Rest, 
That where I gaze departeth from the clouds, 
And from the twilight dieth where I walk, 
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18 THE CURSE OF BLOOD. 

Had been my portion^ surely, as my will. 
Why murmured I — why asked I aid of God 
To shield me from destroyers ? Evermore 
To breathe in exile from the painless graye. 

Blood is upon the leases, and on the flowers : 

I see it when I gaze upon the streams. 

The purest from the mountains. In the skies, 

In soft and silvery clouds of summer eves, 

Are pale and dying faces. On hard rocks 

I trace, in sharp and cruel lineaments, 

Of death the agonies, or awful quiet. 

The shadow at my side assumes his shape — 

More real now than he. The very breeze 

Sighs fortii his dying accents— faint and few. 

Where shall I turn, where fly, where long abide ? 

I may not change, and wheresoever I look 

Earth still presents the same sad aspect to me. 

I cannot be alone. Where'er I speed 
Remorse doth fill the solitude, 'tis thronged 
With all the children of the world of pain. 
Wearied with wakefulness, no more from sleep 
Steals there oblivion on reality. 
Pain hath made one my being. Awful shapes, 
Immortal in their natures, haunt my dreams. 
That oftentimes from sleep, for which I pined, 
To start, is happiness. 
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THE CURSE OF BLOOD. ly 

From the wide world 
Have joy and beauty shrunk into the grave,— 
And Peace, a dove with brooding wings, is there. 
Depended these on Abel, that they died ? 
Methought that God of his immortal essence 
Immortally of these had given — but they 
Upon man's life depend, and die with him. 
If in the soul beauty' alone has being, 
And joy the mate of beauty, and when these 
Within us cease, they also cease without. 
How abject am I in this lifeless life. 
All then was slain with Abel — and I left — 
Left darkly desolate, barred out from death — 
Dead to the quiet of the happy dead ! 



c 8 
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MYSTERIES OF THE FIRST DEATH. 



SETH. 

Why call you the young Cedar o'er his grave 
The tree of Abel ? 

EVE. 

In memorial — 
Waving its graceful branches o'er his tomb ! 
Sawest thou not the hillock ? 

SETH. 

Yes, I saw 
The little mountain with the many flowers ; 
The river, and the rainbow in the spray ; 
The pleasant shadows falling from the boughs ; 
And in the song of birds there madness seemed 
Above me, in the trees, and in the sky. 

EVE. 

The place is pleasant, yet a painful place. 

SETH. 

Why is it painful, mother? Is he not 
Quiet in death, as is the perished (lower? 
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MYSTERIES OF THE FIRST DEATH. 21 

Methought, as 1 lay by him on the sward, 

'Tw^ very strange that he was thus, and there ! 

That he must pine to see the open day, 

The warming sun ; to feel the stirring breeze : 

To breathe the odorous breath of newest flowers ; 

And then methought there was enough of life 

About us, and above us in the earth, 

To wake him from his sleep, that he might be 

A man again, to move in life wi^ us. 

EVE. 

Seth ! cease to pain me. Abel is at rest. 

The living feel— the dead have ceased-— t|^y sleep. 

SETH. 

And w\ll he never wake? 

EVE. 

He will, my child ! 
When wills his Maker — never more with us. 

SETH. 

Perhaps to live with those who come, all light ; 
Who wingless move through ether as they will. 
Free as the winds ; as graceful and as fair 
As fairest flowers, or as the sunset clouds. 
And is not such existence beautiful ? 
And blessed as it seemeth beautiful ? 
Abel perhaps may never be as they — 
So free — ^so fair ! And thus it surely is 
That Death is awful, and is strongly feared ! 
Is he not living now ? 
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EVE. 

1 know not, boy ! 
Who made him knows — that is enough for us. 

SETH. 

1 would know more. And when the Seraphs come 

Shall I not ask, if he abide with them ? 

If he be free to range with them through heaven ? 

And if he be, why not to come to us, 

With those who come? 

EVE. 

Fond boy ! he cannot come — 
The desyl have no returning from the grave ! 
And little with us now is left to tempt 
Ethereal visitors— shapes rarely seen, 
Familiar once — vain were thy anxious quest 

SETH. 

How do I love him whom I never saw ! 
Had I beheld him, could I love him more? 
Was it not strange that God should let him die? 
He was most gentle, sinned not, loved you well, 
Was most beloved of God — and yet was slain. 
Methinkii that He who made us from the dust, 
Could from the dead have rai^'d him with more ease 
Than make, — ^manly, and good, and beautiful, — 
In nothing wanting, save the life, to be 
God's finished work : — and he is dust again ! 

EVB. 

How daring art thou in thy thoughts and words ! 
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God is in all things just, and merciful, 
And as He wills, is this. Had Abel lived, 
INow hadst thou not — his death, to thee was life ; 
Thou art our Abel, with another name 
To pain us not. 

SETH. 

Oh ! mother, had he lived — 
My sisters cannot climb the mountains with me ; 
They cannot with me climb the trees and rocks :— 
With me they sport along the plains and woods — 
And Enoch is too young. 

EVE. 

* liov'st thou not Cain ? 
Ask him. 

SETH. 

Love — yes— he is my brother — but, 
I do not love him as I love the dead ! 
His face is dark, his looks are wild and sad. 
I cannot ask — never when he is near 
Wish I for aught. I feel as sad as he. 

EVE. 

Go, haste unto thy sisters— hence— away — 
I, too, am sad, and now would be alone. 
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There is often Toiind 
In mournful thoughts, and always might be found, 
A power to virtue friendly { were *t not so, 
I am a Dreamer among men, indeed 
An idle Dreamer ! 

Tbb Excuesion. 
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Home art thoa come to thy nest in my eayes, 
With the flowery gems, and the light green leaves^ 
O'er the blooming earth, and the wide blue sea, 
From a distant land unknown to me ; 
For the wise have sought, but in Tain, to tell. 
When winter is ours, where thou goest to dwell. 

Where the lonely ship sped on with the blast 
Thou didst sink from thy weary flight on the mast : 
When the storm had been, and the crew were lost, 
On the shattered bark thou wert wildly tossed ; 
And didst float on the wreck, when the storm had 

died. 
For days on the warm and waveless tide. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



28 TO THE MARTIN. 

Where the lion crouched, with his half-shut eye, 
In the jangle's shade from the burning sky, 
Thou didst sit on the reeds o'er his fearful lair, 
And plumed thy wings in the sultry air, 
Till the Negro's shout and his flying spear 
Aroused thee to instant flight and fear. 

Still further on, still further on, 
Far as the mariner's bark hath gone. 
O'er eastern seas he has noted thy flight. 
And followed thy wing with his wearied sight ; 
In vain — for no living wight mav show, 
When winter is ours, where thou lovBst to go. 

Then come ! and with thy return to my eaves. 
Dear is the thought which my soul receives : 
If the mind of man, and his reason's light. 
Be powerless to measure thy annual flight. 
How vain is the wisdom which fain would find 
The state of unbodied immortal mind ; 
Since little hath God unto man revealed. 
And his future fate is a mystery sealed ! 
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The fleecy clouds that- skim the blue expanse, 
And with the winds of heaven in dalliance go, 
In the glad sun's illuminating glance 
Blush the deep crimson of his setting glow : 
Bright is the azure sky — ^the world below 
Is not less beautiful ; the streaming gold 
Is on the hills, is on the river's flow : 
Whate'er of rich Arcadia hath been told. 
Lies here in beauty's tints, before mine eyes 
unrolled. 
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Hushed is the husy hum of toiling man. 

And nature's voice, long drowned, is sweetly 

heard : 
Again the river, which unmurmuring ran, 
Is audible : each merry woodland bird 
Carols aloud : the shadowy woods are stirred 
To music in the wind : and on the air 
Have odorous flowers their perfumed breath 

conferred : 
Whatever in sound is dear, in sight is fair. 
Lives here in nature's breast to calm the brow 

of care. 
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The sun awakes thee with his rosy light, 
And the sun cheers thee with his early rays ; 

He calls thy tender heauty from the night, 
To share the strength and glory of his days. 

He smiles upon thee from the misty hills, 
With fervent love looks on thee from deep skies, 

And what of dewy sweet his warmth distils 
Receives, repaying thee with lovelier dyes. 

Thou art not proud that he does look on thee, — 
As thou didst know his greatness, thou art meek ; 

And seem a pledge of thine humility, 
This dewy tear, and tint upon thy cheek. 

Thou livest not unto thyself alone ; 

Thou takest, and thou givest, and art blest : 
Around to thankful life thy sweets are blown, — 

And I seem thankless, wakeful or at rest. 
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Oh ! might I raise me from the darkness up. 
From the soul's night, as thou dost from the 
sod, 

And fill my heart with dewy thoughts, a cup 
Of incense, purely offered unto God ! 
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I NEVER, on the forest's edge, 
Pass the ruined cottage door, 

But comes the vision o'e)* my mind 
Of what it was before. 

I dream again the Widow's wheel 

Is humming in my ears ; 
And when I think of what has been, 

I scarce refrain from tears. 

I think how often there, 

When the weary day was done, 
I sat beside her cheerful fire, 

And nursed her Kttle son : 

How he would pluck me by the coat, 
And earnestly would teaze, 

To tell him tales of woful men, 
Who perished on the seas : 
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Of gypsies in the glens, and wolds ; 

Of desperate robber bands ; 
Of savage beasts, and men as wild, 

That herd in foreign lands. 

And it was joy to see 

His blue eyes sparkling bright, 
When I had filled his little heart 

With tales of wild delight. 

As thence he onward grew. 
And left his infant years. 

The more his mother's love increased, 
The more increased her fears. 

For, of a bold and active mind, 

No danger did he dread ; 
And the most fearless of his mates 

He in adventures led. 

No trees about their native fields 
So tall and thin were found. 

But he would climb them for a nest. 
And bring it to the ground. 

A daring swimmer in the stream 
He dashed through waters clear ; 

And then for vigour in the race. 
The boy had not his peer. 
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One fine and dewy April morn. 

Loud at the Widow's door, 
Eager to run in search of nests, 

Were comrades, three or four. 

They went — ^he never thought of school — 

They went from dawn till eve ; 
Nor did the mother of her son 

Intelligence receive. 

But, hungry, in at dusk he stole. 

His knees and elbows torn. 
And both his hands displayed the marks 

Of many a rugged thorn. 

Chastised — indignant — when in bed 

He never closed his eyes ; 
And he was gone before the gold 

Had tinged the eastern skies. 

Oh, what a weary space of years 

That Widow dwelt alone ! 
And still she cried, '' Whatever his fate, 

'Twould ease me, were it known.'' 

At length there came intelligence, 

When on a bed of pain, 
That told, a few days ere she died, 

He in the East was slain. 
D « 
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It dwelt upon his valorous deeds, 
And the wealth that he had won : — 

She thought not of the wealth or deeds, 
But of her dying son. 

And yet he died not in the East ; 

He home returned, to trace 
The green-sward on his mother's grave, 

And their ruined dwelling-place. 

One day he in the village staid. 
And of his gold was free ; . 

Then, with a woful look, he went 
Again unto the sea. 

I never, on the forest's edge, 
Pass the ruined cottage door. 

But swells the feeling to my heart 
Of what it was before. 

Again I dream the Widow's wheel 

Is humming in my ears ; 
And when I think of what has been 

I scarce refrain from tears. 

'Tis now the summer shade 
Of herds that range the wild, 

Though once the happy home 
Of the Widow and her child. 
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Now, through its garden, stray 

The unregarded sheep : 
And horses through its casements hang 

Their heads in quiet sleep. 
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"Thy wish, thy words, dear youth, have power, 
But love h^th holier power in me — " 

Moved by his plea, the maid began, 
" If I should leave my aged Sire, 
Who then would bless his cottage fire ? 

A poor and friendless man ! 

" My mother in the churchyard lies, 
The pride, the treasure of his prime ; 

Nor am I valued less : 
In me he finds the lost restored. 
To cheer his hearth, to bless his board — 

I am his happiness ! 

** An aged tree upon the waste — 
His pleasant summer shade is gone, 

All, save one solitary bough. 
Oh, many happy souls were his ; 
And he was blessed in their bliss — 

To feel more lonely now. 
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*' Then woo, dear youth, some happier maid ; 
One more devote to follow thee 

O'er mountain, and o'er wild ; 
I may not wander forth from him ; 
His locks are grey, his eyes are dim — 

I am his only child." 

" I love thee more," the youth exclaimed, 
** I love thee more and more 

For clinging thus to age ; 
Heaven grant thee, in thy far decline, 
''Midst hearts as fondly true as thine. 

To close thy pilgrimage/' 

The youth is gone unto the wars ; 
The maid is by her father's fire, 

And now her tears more freely flow : 
The old man cannot see her tears. 
But then the maiden's sighs he hears 

And marvels why 'tis so. 

For from her very childhood up 

Her step was light, her heart was gay, 

And ever joyous 'songs she sung : 
For ever with her gladsome voice, 
That made his lonely heart rejoice, 

Their lowly dwelling rung. 
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There is a change, he feels a change, 
And yet he knows not why : 

And Ellen now perceives his fears ; 
And she to stay the old man's tongue, 
Doth sing, a melancholy song 

That endeth in her tears. 

** What ails thee, child ? why dost thou grieve ? 
I know that thou dost strive and toil, 

But then my days can he but few : 
And He who looketh from above 
Will bless thy patience and thy love. 

With love as strong and true." 

*' You wrong me, father," Ellen cried ; 
" You are my only solace now ; 

Your death were woe to me ; 
For he whom I so fondly loved. 
Whose truth in poverty was proved, 

Is gone beyond the sea." ^ 

They pause — and then they weep together— 
And tears have power to soothe and bless ; 

And Ellen's heart is lighter grown : 
The old man's soul is in his youth, 
And he has told of love and truth, 

In grievous trials known. 
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Years pass — and she has closed his eyes ; 
And she has wept upon the sward 

That wraps his lifeless clay ; 
And from the wars the youth is come, 
To find her in her mournful home. 

And turn its night to day ! 
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A FRAGMENT. 



Imagination so transporteth me 

That I have most my life in times departed, 

Borne by the spirit of song, that hath no bounds, 

Connecting age with age, and realm with realm. 

Oft meet I where renowned assemblies met : 

With Virgil and Augustus do I sit, 

Poor as I am, in palaces of Rome : 

And there behold, o'er faces of fair dames, 

And brows of chiefs heroic, strongly pass 

The lights and shadows of the human heart, 

Swayed by the magic of immortal song ! 

On, in the might of Homer, o'er the main 

I voyage with Ulysses, tempest-tossed 

From isle to isle, and to the mast am bound, 

Lest by the syrens' melody misled, 

Death be the price of music. Disobeying 

The strict command, unto their songs I listen ; 
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And, in the madness of my soul's delight, 
Loathing the bands of safety, loathing life, 
I long to rush and perish in the sound. 

With Milton am I, in his generous youth, 
' RoTing the Celtic and Iberian fields,' 
The virgin from her seat to disenchant, 
Fixed by the wiles of Comus. Or, borne thence, 
I stand with Michael in lost paradise, 
When the dread deeds through every age fore- 
shewn, 
Wring tears from Adam, sorrowing for his race. 
From thence the Pair expelled, I see them where 
Long sate they silent ; by the angel left 
Unto themselves, and sorrow. Sad they sate, 
And in that silence seemed the world most sad. 
With Keats I dwell in fair Arcadian climes, 
Fairer than old Arcadia. Coleridge bears me 
Where never mariner's prow before had broken 
The undivided quiet of the seas. 
With Wordsworth in his mountains do I feel 
' The silence that is in the starry skies, 
The sleep that is among the lonely hills.' 
To Fnrness Abbey Wilson leadeth me, 
Where, 'neath the ruins in the moonlight sitting, 
He tells to his fair girls, ' A tale of tears, 
A tale of sorrows suffered long ago.' 
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Alike triumphant over time and Death, 

Men of all ages in their souls alike, 

By merit linked, make one society, 

As though the present and the past were one. 

Alas ! withdrawn from common thoughts and 

caresy 
Thus unconversant with my fellow men, 
I seem but as the Crusoe of my time. 
And this a desolate island is, though full. 
The nightingale far in the shadowy woods 
That singeth to himself, finds in his song 
A fitting solace, and is satisfied : 
Not so the Poet, when unheard, unknown. 
So with the great in my mind's light I walk, 
I am so wrapt, so blest in fantasy, 
At times I feel myself as one of them ; 
But from the dream of that delight awaked, 
I start — the chilly sweat upon my brow — 
And in my spirit's bitterness exclaim, — 
/ Sweet were it now to cease for eyermore. 
To wake no more unto this weariness. 
This loathing of a melancholy life ! ' 

The sun doth ever touch with golden light 
The topmost branches, whilst unnumbered leaves 
Stretch forth, and flutter to receive his beams — 
And all beneath is shade ! * » » • * 



Digitized 



by Google 



TO THE LAST SWALLOW. 



Away — away— why dost thou linger here 
When all thy fellows o'er the sea hare passed ? 
Wert thou the earliest comer of the year, 
Loying our land, and so dost stay the last ? 
Hear'st thou no warning in the autumnal blast, 
And is the sound of growing streams unheard ? 
Dost thou not see the woods are fading fast, 
Whilst the dull leaves with wailful winds are 
stirred ? — 
Haste — haste to other climes, thou solitary bird ! 

Thy coming was in lovelier skies—thy wing. 
Long wearied, rested in delightful bowers ; 
Thou camest when the living breath of spring 
Had filled the world with gladness and with 
flowers ! 



Digitized 



by Google 



46 TO THE LAST SWALLOW. 

Skyward the carolling lark no longer towers : 
Alone we hear the robin's pensive lay ; 
And from the sky of beauty, darkness lowers : 
Thy coming was with hope — bat thou dost stay 
Midst melancholy thoughts, that dwell upon decay. 

Blessed are they who have before thee fled ! 
Their's have been all the pleasures of the prime ; 
Like those who die before their joys are dead, 
Leaving a lovely for a lovelier clime, 
Soaring to beautiful worlds on wings sublime ! 
Whilst thou dost mind me of their doom severe. 
Who live to feel the winter of their time ; 
Who linger on, till not a friend is near — 
Then fade into the grave — and go without a tear ! 
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1^ youth I knew a rich old man, 

With riches undefiled ; 
In heart as nohle as a king, 

In manners like a child. 
Awhile I staid beneath his roof. 

And loved it as my own ; 
But from the dream of such a man 

I woke — and was alone. 

I fondly thought that worth like his 

Should long and late survive, 
And in the sleep which grief allowed 

Still deemed he was alive : 
I dreamt he came back from the dead, 

To friends in triumph shown ; 
But from that dream of happiness 

I woke — and was alone. 
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There was a lady in his hall, 

Not youngs nor fair, bat kind, 
And I, but one of many, loved 

Her loveliness of mind : 
Then dvrelt she in a distant place 

For years, and died unknown : 
Even when I dreamt of her return 

I woke — and was alone. 

Few — ^very few I know and prize 

Of thousands whom I see ; 
Yet these, if these might here remain, 

Sufficient were for me. 
Death — desith is busied with the few, 

Who are familiar grown ; 
That still from life's delig&tful dreams 

I wake — and am alone. 
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Our Sexton had a sorry mare, 
That picked from lanes her meagre fare : 
Daily she groaned beneath her load, 
And nightly starved upon the road. 

When winter came, so poor a thing 
You wonld not think coald live till spring ; 
Yet spring she saw ; and winter came 
Again to find her just the same. 

Lads, of a rude and brutal sort, 
Made of her miseries a sport : 
And, mean ii^ spirit as in look, 
111 usage quietly she took. 

All beauty melts us, in distress, 

But who can feel for ugliness ? 

The blood seemed dried her veins within, 

And her bones rattled in her skin. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



50 THE SEXTON'S MARE. 

The Rector saw lier, and was grieved : 
He willed her wants shonld be relieved ; 
Thence, nightly to the church yard led, 
Better she was, thoagh badly fed. 

And fit it seemed that he who tilled 
The soil, and too, with fatness filled, 
Should, in the person of his brute. 
Of that sad labour share the fruit. 

Strange rumours followed — it was said, 
That through the ground she smelt the dead : 
That, daily, eating, she grew thinner, 
And a fierce spirit rose within her. 

That often in her wolfish mood, 
Fiercely the living she pursued ; 
As grass up-growing from the dead 
A lust for living flesh had bred. 

Paths many o'er the church-yard lay. 

And ever trodden through the day ; 

By night, it ever well was known, 

The Sexton's mare was there alone. * 

From eve to eve the terror grew, 
Because mysterious ^nd new : 
Till even in the open day. 
Boys saw the mare, and shrunk away. 
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One night, they o'er the wall espied 
A fearful form the beaat bestride : 
They saw with fear^suspended breath. 
It was most awful, that 'twas death ! 

It was the idiot of the place, 
One with death's blankness in his face. 
Who frequent rode delighted there, 
Delighted most where few would dare. 

When moaned the winds, and the dark yews 
Shook to the earth their deadly dews. 
There rode the idiot in his pride. 
Whilst sepulchres around him sighed. 

When by the creature's tramp awoke, 
From hollow tombs sad echoes broke. 
These, heard amid the gloom of night. 
Gave to the fearless wretch delight. 

A morning came, the Sexton's mare 
Was found not, searching every where ; 
And, strange it was, the idiot too. 
Was gone, and whither, no one knew. 

Rude winds had ope'd the church-yard gate, 
Through which the couple went elate ; 
And two miles thence a stem ravine 
Yawned : through they went, and died unseen. 

E 2 
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Many will tell you to this day, 
Death bore the meagre bmte away ; 
And with them, wofally inclined, 
The chuckling idiot up behind. 

The fortune-teller of the dale, 
When asked to rightly read the tale. 
Could, but he would not, tell, 'twas said, 
Looked serious, wise, and shook his head. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THOUGHTS SAD BUT SWEET. 



In saddest thought there oft is blissful feeling, 
As shadowy grace falls from the churchyard 
yew; 

And the sad twilight hath an influence healing, 
That sinks as softly on the heart as dew. 

From quiet graves the winds in sadness sweeping. 

Bear on their music heaven's own rest and 

peace; 

Sighs of the heart are bomejnot from the sleeping, 

Of hopes and joys they breathe which may hot 

cease. 

Through the dark abbey's ruins, ivied, hoaiy, 
Steal solemn whisperings which the bosom steep 

With thoughts of death and life, of gloom and 
glory. 
And life immortal from this mortal sleep. 
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Dim ruined cloisters, or the churchyard choosing. 
Awaits me bliss in mirth I cannot find : 

Upon life's sunrise, and life's sunset musing, 
What glowing scenes enlarge the heart and 
mind ! 
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Thou art lovelier than the coming 
, Of the fairest flowers of spring, 
When the wild bee wanders humming. 

Like a blessed fairy thing : 
Thoa art lovelier than the breaking 

Of orient crimsoned mom, 
When tlvB gentlest winds are shaking 

The dew-drops from the thorn. 

I have seen the wild flowers springing, 

In wood, and field, and glen. 
Where a thousand birds were singing. 

And my thoughts were of thee theft ; 
For there^s nothing gladsome round me, 

Or beautiful to see. 
Since thy beauty's spell has bound me, 

But is eloquent of thee. 
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Sweet was the season when, unknown to each, 
A loye for each dwelt in the other's breast. 
O, blessed was the time when first we met ! 
When, like a being from the rainbow sprung, 
She in my thoughts outdid all nature's grace ; 
Or, as a being fashioned from a brook, 
Gentle, and pure, and musical as it ; 
The angel of my life she seemed then ! 
Or summer's breath, wafting the sails of life ! 
Restorer of lost Eden ! tranquil home 
Of love, and admiration, hope, and joy ! 

Those TJIions now have vanished— dear, though 

fled: 
Fled, like the sweetest blossoms of the spring. 
Waiting not winter. 'Twas a dream of youth. 
That to the future looked with confidence. 
Untaught by wakeful treachery to fear. 
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Blest in that confidence did I repose, 
As on a couch woven of sweetest flowers : 
But in our sleep dark beings walk the earth ; 
A demon was abroad with withering breath, 
Searing the flowers of hope, and faith's green 

leaves, 
Making the Eden all a wilderness ! 
With pain I look unto the past, with pain 
Look onward to the future, where I see 
Sadness, a household guest, upon my hearth, 
And loneliness, for sadness fittest mate. 

Hers, too, must be a life of loneliness ! 
No taste to meet her taste, no sympathy : 
A lonely star shining amid the gloom ; 
A starry gem hid in a sepulchre ; 
A small green isle amid the dreary main ; 
A tone of music melancholy sad, 
To which no answering string attunes itself. 
And dearly loves she the domestic hearth, 
And with a sweet and cheerful countenance. 
Can add a lustre, brighter than its fire, 
And dearer than its warmth. A soul is' hers 
That answers to the touch of tenderness ; 
A soul as finely toned as lute or harp ! 

For this the common air is filled with gloom ; 
For this the -skies are lustreless ; and flowers. 
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The fairest of boon nature's treasury, 
Lack the small grace to win the gazing eye : 
And musical winds, laden with saddest sighs. 
Move dirge-like o'er the grave of buried hope. 
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THE STORY OF A LirTLE GIRL. 

You ask me why 1 look so sad, 
rA.nd why the roses on my face, 

Which ever bloomed so fresh and fair 
Have lost their former grace. 

And why I now seem so forlorn, 
Who was so yery much caressed ; 

And wonder I who was so neat 
Am now so meanly dressed. 

Long — long ago, mamma was ill— 
And when I went unto her bed. 

When she had kissed, she spoke to me, 
But whispered all she said. 

And when I went to see her last 
lycould not wake her as she slept ; 

Papa sat by her on the bed — 
And hid his face — and wept. 
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Then many, days to grandmamma's 
I went ; and often wished, in vain, 

The clock and crickets were so lond, 
I might go home again. 

And when I with the kitten playM, 
My grandmamma would frown, and say 

I was a very naughty child 
At such a time to play. 

Glad was I when she took me home ; 

I far before her hastened on, 
And Tery quick I ran up stairs 

To see mamma : — and she was gone. 

And when I called about the house, 
And could not find her anywhere. 

They chid me-;-saying, she was gone. 
But soon she would again be there. 

I often wondered why she went— 
Papa and I both loved her well ! 

And always when I asked papa, 
He would reply—" He could not tell." 

Ix)ng — very long, she staid away ; 

And when again she to us came, 
The day the bells were ringing so, 

I thought she could not be the same» 
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For when she went, her cheeks were pale ; 

And when she came^ her cheeks were red, 
And then she came all dressed in white — 

And yet it was Mamma, they said. 

And so it was—and I was glad ; 

And loved her weH, as I was bid ; 
Yet I am sure that she is changed — 

She does not love me as she did. 
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Has then the music of thy soul for ever 

Ceased from the breast of the rejoicing earth ; 
Must those sweet wild-wood strains be waken'd 
never, 
Which blessed hearts have answered in their 
mirth. 



Let not one word unkind, though harshly spoken 
Stay from its happy 'current thy sweet song ; 

Nor be thy lyre thrown by, nor rudely broken. 
Because one wicked minstrel did thee wrong. 

Arise ! and let the woodlands hear thy measure, 
Send to the skies soft music in sweet airs ; 

And I again shall have my wonted pleasure, 
A kindly solace in this sad world's cares. 
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Awake thee, maiden ! from thy useless slumber, 
And thy best powers, or sad, or joyous, try; 

Admiring hearts thy gentle heart shall number, 
Though none should loye the strain so well 
as I. 
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JuDEA^s holy men in desert caves 

From the free light of day themselves did 

shroud ; 
The fear was on them of untimely graves 
To which by Jezebel their forms were vowed, — 
A woman, cruel, idolatrous, and proud ! 
Oh ! many were the brows before her pale, 
Of men with God's superior gifts endowed. 
His Priests, and Prophets, whose firm hearts 

did fail ; 
For hundreds had she slain in sacrifice to Baal ! 
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Even Elijah, God's most fayoured one, 
Fled to the desert in his spirit's fear ; 
Andy wearied with his journey, slept alone 
Beneath a juniper; when to him there, 
In visioned glory, did a form appear 
God's messenger: ''Elijah ! wake, arise ! " 
The angel cried to the reposing seer ; 
** Awake ; renew, with these required supplies, 
For forty days and nights, thy wasted energies ! " 



Thrilled with the seraph's voice, Elijah rose, 

And from his waking eyes the vision fled : 

No longer, vexed with shame and Israel's 

woes. 
Called he on God to name him with the dead ! 
But ate and drank, and on his journey sped. 
Sustained with food the angel had supplied ; 
And, by the Lord in spirit to Horeb led, 
A cave he found within the mountain side. 
Where lonely in his grief he did awhile abide. 



Thus far from man he dwelt ; yet in the eye 
Of the All-seeing present, though alone. 
A voice he heard ; a message from the sky 
Stole on his ear, with its mysterious tone : 
The playful wind that kissed the caverned stone 

F 
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Perchance it seemed ? no ! well Elijah knew 
The voice, with him through years familiar 

grown : 
He heard — and his emotions to subdue 
He strove — and girt his loins — and to the cave's . 

mouth drew. 



Then gloom was on the mountain, and the flame 
Of heaven flashed round him with a fearful 

light; 
And the impetuous winds all wildly came, 
Till rocks were rent before them in their flight ; 
And day, as with anticipated night 
Was black ; and thunders shook the murky 

air; 
An earthquake tossed the mountain in its might ; 
Yet with all these was God not present there, 
In the dread earthquake's shock, the winds, nor 

lightning's glare. 



The thunder ceased — the earthquake's violent 

rush 
Was quieted — ^the lightnings flashed no more ; 
And in the gentle solitude and hush. 
As died away the storm's majestic roar, 
The " still small voice" was audible as before- 
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** What dost thou here, Elijah ?" The seer heard, 
And on the earth fell prostrate, to adore 
That awful Presence, whose mysterious word 
Pierced to his inmost heart — then he this plaint 
preferred : 



" O, I was jealous for the* Lord of Hosts, 
With Israel vexed, and to the desert fled ; 
The hand of violence is on all her coasts. 
Her altars are overturned, her priests have bled ; 
The temple is profaned, the seers are dead ; 
The righteous to the unrighteous are a prey, 
And for Jehovah, Baal is worshipped ; 
And I, I only, live to see this day. 
Yet even my life they seek, and fain would take 
away ! ** 

Oh, time of trial for the just and true f 
Of fiery ordeal to the pure in heart ! 
A time the lukewarm spirit to subdue ! 
To cause the weak and wavering to depart — 
But not the righteous ! no ! in them to start 
Redoubled zeal, redoubled power to bear 
The keenest efforts of the torturer's art ; 
Nobly to die for God ! but not to dare 
To breathe at other shrines the voice of praise and 
prayer ! 

F 2 
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Yet are there seasons when the spirit seems 
Reft of that holy influence, which so well 
From lowest degradation oft redeems 
Man's frailer sense that fainly would rebel ; 
In such an hour it was that Adam fell, 
And thence was from his Paradise exiled ; 
In such an hour Elijah fled, to dwell, 
Doubtful to trust in God, with fears beguiled. 
In Horeb's mountain cave— a refuge in the wild ! 
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How eager art thou now, — and flush'd, 
Thy cheeks with expectation glow ; 

And thou dost seize me, and dost hold, 

And say, till I a tale have told 
Thou can'st not let me go. 

Thou knowest that I love thee well 

And cannot well refuse thy prayer, 
For when I look on thy pure eyes 
My soul is under summer skies, 
And fanned with summpr air. 

Thou art a restless little stream 
That plays about a forest tree, 
That turns and leaps with playful might, 
As it were playful with delight. 
As knowing it were free. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



70 A STORY FOR ANNA MARY. 

A cloud thou art in evening skies, 

When others all have left the blue ; 
Or crimson streak upon a cloud 
When morning melody is loud, 
Or blossom dropped with dew. 

Therefore, thou little lovely one 

The tale thou askest I will tell, 
And of a maiden fair as thou, 
And witii as light and laughing brow. 
And also loved as well. 

Much sorrow liveth in brief space — 

A grievous tale is this and brief; 
A leaf that falleth from the spray, 
A flower by light winds swept away, 
A simple tale of grief. 

The little girl as fair as thou. 

Whose home was in the village glen, 
Has now been dead for many years. 
For many, yet is mourned with tears. 
More loved than she was then. 

She was her parents' only child 

And therefore was she loved the more 
As fair and sweet as were the flowers 
She proudly gathered through all hours 
And piled upon the floor. 
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And when above her flowers she sung, 

And hovered o'er them in her love, 
Of purity, of innocence, 
Came but one image to the sense — 
The meek and brooding dove. 

Around the house she fondly played. 
And round the garden did she sing. 
As she would mock the merry birds 
With music sweeter than with words. 
Because it was the Spring. 

Descending by a mossy slope 
There was a small and glassy well, 

Beside the garden, where the maid 

Unnoticed by her parents played, 
With leaf and bud and bell. 

Like other flowers she often hung 
Over the margin green, and smiled, 

Where she beheld a little elf. 

The very picture of herself. 
Another lovely child. 

What silence is there in the house. 

What sadness through that garden ground ! 
Now that the lovely little one 
Unknown is from their presence gone, 
And no where can be found. 
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Strange is that father's look and stem, — 
That mother's look, subdued and sad. 
For on the day of their delight 
A cloud hath rested, and a night, 
No more to leave them glad. 

There, in the sweet secluded nook, 

She in that well resigned her breath, 
Brief was the struggle and the pang, 
And heard not was the cry that rang 
To warn them of her death. 

Perhaps the semblance of herself 

On which her laughing eyes were set. 
Might tempt her with incautious feet 
Nearer, and nearer still to meet. 
Till wofully they met. 

A fair but very dreadful sight 

Seen thenceforth through all future years, 
A haunting vision to the two 
Who stood confounded with the view. 

Then saw it not for tears. 

The flowers she pluckM her emblems were. 
Fair children of the sun and dew ! 

A perished lily did she seem, 

Dissevered, floating on the stream, * 

Where pleasantly it grew. 
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Then be thou careful, blessed one ! 

And to this tale attention give. 
Oh, never sport where danger lies 
Bat, think what sorrow would arise 

If thou should'st cease to live. 

The woful pair are living yet, 

And they are weak, and worn, and grey, 
And never go they to the church 
But by a hillock near the porch 

They linger on the way. 

No graven stone above her placed 

Complains of their deserted lot, 
Her living record is unspent. 
The spring is still her monument. 

And other needs she not. 

It is the image of her being, 
And to the husband and the wife 

It hath a pain, it hath a bliss. 

And tinged with death, it also is 
The porta) unto life. 

For oft refined in spirit there 
Firmly the wings of soul expand, 

And to their child they seem to fly. 

That downward way into the sky, 
Unto the spirits' land. 
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" When yours was youth, and yours was health. 
Early and late you toiled for wealth, 

Nor was it then amiss ; 
But wherefore do you labour now, 
With nerveless hands and hoary brow, 

Old Phillips, how is this V 

" God grant," said he, " you never know- 
That you may never feel the blow 

That laid me in the dust ; 
That you may never be undone 
By a beloved only son. 

Your age's only trust ! , 
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*' When mine was youth, and health, and strength, 
Short seemed the days of longest length, 

So anxiously I wrought ; 
Our farm — this farm whereon I stand — 
Was said to be my father^s land. 

And so for years I thought; 

" But, woe for me ! as up I grew. 
Of debts and mortgages I knew ; 

And then, from day to day, 
My utmost energies applied 
Could but in part resist the tide 

Which boref our wealth away. 

'' My sire — ^the lawyers spake him fair, 
And he was praised tdo at the < Bear,' 

When he his glass would fill : 
Although I saw him waste my dower, 
I never, when I had the power. 

Had 'heart to use him ill. 

** I took an helpmate in my youth — 
A blessed woman was my Ruth — 

Heaven smiled upon me then ! 
To mine she joined her helping hand, — 
This farm, which was my father's land, 

We won it back again. 
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*' Our son, he was a generous lad, 
A better child no parents had, 

The daylight of our eyes ! 
In him our every hope had rest — 
We never thought to be so blest — 

We triumphed in our prize ! 

" Ruth died : I urged my son to wed — 
Oh, better were he with the dead — 

He wed a woman full of guile ! 
So very nice, so very cold. 
It makes me shiver to behold 

The winter of her smile ! 

<' When first, profuse of smiles, she came, 
I thought my Ruth had been but tame. 

The girl's professions were so warm : 
Not long these to my heart appealed, 
Tor when the deeds.were signed and sealed. 

They vanished with my farm ! 

'* My fireside comforts all are gone ; 
Of the few friends I loved, not one 

May now approach the place : 
My old oak chair is thrust aside — 
There is no thing in which I pride 

That is not in disgrace ! 
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• 

" My Rath — ^thank heayen that she is where 
No grief of mine may reach her ear, 

Deep in the quiet grave ! 
'Tis well she does not live to see 
All that I love estranged from me. 

And mourn the life she gave ! " 

The old man paused, — he turned aside. 
Again he to his work applied ; 

Full, near to bursting, swelled his heart ; 
I saw his lips with grief were stirred, 
And, should I speak one soothing word, 

His ready tears would start. 

" And is it thus," as thence I went, 
I cried, " our vigorous youth is spent 

To see such sad decline ! 
If child of mine must be endued 
With like abhorred ingratitude, 

An early death be mine ! *' 
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'' Mamma, mamma, my brother's come 

He's in the garden bower J " 
The mother like a statae stood. 

To stir she had not power. 

But when that shock had passed away 

With others she rushed out, 
And onward borne with sudden joy, 

Looked earnestly about. 

** Where was he, child ? '' the mother cried. 

She saw he was not there. 
And in a moment changed from joy. 

Her spirit was despair. 

The servants standing calmly by. 
Looked round them to and fro ; 

And to and from the garden bower, 
Were foot-marks in the snow. 
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Then through the garden and the field 

With eagerness they pressed ; 
But back returned into the house 

The mother sore distressed. 

Her grief, which years had lulled to calm, 

Was up again, and wild, 
And she again bewailed as dead. 

Her dear, but wayward child. 

And still the lovely girl would say — 

'^ It could not be another. 
Though he was grown so fair and tall, 

I'm sure it was my brother ! " 

^' It was not, child ! '' the mother said, 

'* He could not hither come, 
And from us thus return unseen, 

As though he scorned his home." 

Then to her drawing-room she went. 

And tenderly surveyed, 
The little ship his boyish hands 

Ingeniously had made. 

She thought how from that pleasant task 

She drove him late at night ; 
And how again it was resumed 

Before the earliest light. 
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Entranced, her spirit wandered back 

Through nmny happy years. 
Till half the load npon her heart 

Dissolved away in tears. 

Again she saw him as he sate 

With Emma at his side, 
Reading of Crusoe's lonely deeds 

With an adventurous pride. 

Or of the eight brave mariners, 

Who many winters passed 
Upon a dreary northern isle, 

And safe returned at last. 

Until like darkness o'er her came 

The memory of the day. 
When from a neighbouring port unknown 

He strangely went away. 

Who, in that mood, unheard, unseen, 
Had near approached her now. 

With strong emotions in his breast 
Revealed not on his brow ? 

It was her son, long lost, now found, 
Who saw, and to her sprung ; 

And, running, restless with delight, 
Around him Emma clung. 
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O ! time of bliss ! that well o^rpaid 
All pangs that mother borei 

And dearer by the words he spoke, — 
" I go to sea no more ! '' 
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tHOU traveller cold 

Howl over the waste, 
Through the castle's grey walls, 

With ivy embraced ; 
Tear the sear yellow leaf 

From the hoar-frosted spray ; 
Through the deep forest's gloom 

Moan on thy way. 



Oh ! come thou not here — 

Breathe thou not through my door, 
For thy music is cold 

In the huts of the poor ; 
But go to the dome 

Where the fire shines bright. 
And more warm shall it glow 

In the sound of thy flight. 
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Go ! sport with the ice-dn^ps 

That hang from the eaves ; 
Go ! scatter the snow-flakes, 

And dance with the leaves : 
In the courts of the great 

Ring thy hoHow-voiced mirth, 
But come thoa not here 

To the desolate hearth. 



Where the casement flew wide 

To the summer-wind's wings. 
And sweet was the strain 

Of the air-wafted strings, 
Where the harp lay reclined 

In the rose-perfumed gale — 
Oh, go tl^ou not there. 

For thou shalt not prevail. 



In the vessel that sails 

To the East or the West 
Through the night in the shrouds 

Sing thy song of unrest: 
O'er the seas, on the hills, 

Spread the sound of thy fear, 
Carry gloom on thy wings 

But, oh ! come thou not here. 

G i 
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Thou doiSt speak of the wild 

Where in snow, man is lost ; 
Thou dost tell of the ship 

That is wrecked on the coast ; 
And the orphan^s sad tale 

That is sighed on the moor — 
Oh ! thon bringest bat pain 

In thy sound to my door. 
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Go forth in the eve, when the light has grown 
tender, 
When the sun has gone gloriously down to the 
sea, 
When from clouds and from mountains is waning 
the splendour, 
And the shadows steal fast over woodland and 
lea. 



Away, in the twilight, ye lovers ! away 
For the time and your hearts will have softness 
the same^ 
And the sounds which are heard in the hush of 
the day, 
Will awaken emotions no language may name. 
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Away— ye are blessed ! go forth in the dews — 
Through the gloom of old groves, wander on 
with delighty 
And your joy to the flowers shall lend delicate 
hueSy 
Ere they shroud from your view in the shadows 
of night. 



And if, as the twilight still deepens to sadness, 

A sadness o'er bosoms so blessed should steal ; 
O, more dear than the daylight that cometh vnth 
gladness, 
From the depth of your joy be the sadness you 
feel. 



Thus waters, which sparkle and foam in their 
lightness. 
Flow on to a depth where they rest, and are sad ; 
There, winning in strength, what they want of 
their brightness — 
So be your's the full hearts of the pensively, 
glad. 
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Oh ! sword, what desolation hast thoa wrought ; 
Severed what ties to every bosom dear ; 
Casting down man to dust, aS life were naught ! 
But pangs shall wake for these who slumber 

here,— 
And eyes shall weep, till grief withholds the 

tear; 
And hearts, through future years, shall darkly 

pine, 
For tiiese, forsaken on their gory bier ; 
Who fought to gain, what is not theirs, nor 

mine— T 
The wreath which fame alone for lordly brows 

will twine. 
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To mar the noblest form of breathing clay ; 
To make the social hearth a solitude ; 
To give mane's proudest halls to beasts of prey ; 
To scathe fair nature in her loTeliest mood ; 
To nurse unquiet thoughts — have hands im- 

. brued, 
In b'lood, that warmed the young and gentle 

heart ; 
•Through these are stem ambition's schemes 

pursued ; 
For these domestic treasures must depart, 
A spectre fame to win, from which old age will 

start! 
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One sammer's eve a school-boy lay, 
Soft cradled in a heap of hay ; 
And pleased, he made with half-shut eyes. 
Small moTing spangles in the skies. 

The village bell just nine had pealed. 
And the last wain had left the field ; 
Yet there he lay as twilight fell, 
And went to sleep, and slept right well. 

Slowly the heavens grew darkly blue, 
And chilly on him fell the dew ; 
The falcon moving tbrongh the sky, 
Paused, circled o'er him, and passed by. 

The hare, that from the woodland steals 
Into the meadow, for its meals, 
Upreared, peeped on him as he lay, 
Then, nibbling, passed amongst the hay. 
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The stars came out, the moon rose red, 
Then whitened, rising o'er his head ; 
Still there he lay, and still was there 
When the cock crew, and day drew near. 

His parents all that night had been, 
Searching the lanes and meadows green. 
And many a time had wept, and said, 
*•' He was so daring — he was dead." 

The pale stars went — ^the san rose np — 
The dew gleamed in the buttercup : 
All round him dewy bents were beaming- 
Then up he started from his dreaming. 

How could it be ? had there been rain ? 
And could the sun turn back again ? 
For, when he laid him down to rest, 
'Twas redly sinking in the west. 

^Twas strange, in such a little time 
The sunset had become the prime ; 
That birds which were at rest sung loud. 
And the clear sky had many a cloud. 

He stood and stared, was full of doubt, 
He could not clearly make it out ; 
He must have slept, but not all night, 
To think so out him in a fright. 
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Then home he hastened ; and when he 
Drew near the door, he sung with glee ; 
Pleased was he, doubtless, safe to come, 
And so were they who were at home. 

The father smiled, the mother wept. 
The neighbours all about him crept ; 
_" Where had he been ? why did he stay ? 
Where had he passed the night away ?" 

He told them briefly what he knew ; 
They felt his clothes were damp with dew : 
And laughed to hear, that in the heap. 
He thought he must have beeb asleep. 
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My thoQght is of a solitary place. 

Where twilight dwells, where sanbeams rarely 

fall; 
And there a wild rose hangs in pensive g^ce, 
Reflected in a fountain clear and small ; 
Above them rise dark shadowy trees and tall. 
Whilst ronnd them grow rank night-shades in 

« the gloom, 
Which seem with noxious influence to pall 
The fountain's light, and taint the flower's 

perfume ; 
As fainly they would mar what they might not 

out-bloom. 
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These mind me, Millhouse ! of thy spirit's light. 
That twilight makes in life so dark as thine ! 
And though I do not fear the rose may blight. 
Or that the fountain's flow may soon decline ; 
Hope is there none, the bough which frown 

malign. 
High over-head should let in heaven's sweet 

face ; 
Yet shall not these their life unknown resign, 
For nature's votaries, wandering in eacl^ place. 
Shall find their secret shade, and marvel at their 

grace. 
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* We descended, and taming round the foot of the monntainj stood 
unexpectedly at the door of a small cottage, completely mantled 
over with ivy and woodbine. Had it not been for the darker 
tinge of the dwelling, its curling smoke, and the merry childish 
voices within, we might have persuaded ourselyes that it was a 
natural portion of the glen. The eagles screamed overhead; 
we looked up, were somewhat startled, and shuddered to think, 
that the frowning precipice above might, not only in a moment 
destroy us, but one of the most beautiful little scenes we had 
ever seen." M.S. Tour. 



A BREATH will start the avalanche, 

A gentle breath of summer wind — 
He who beheld our lowly nest 
Beneath the crag's overhanging crest, 
That thought was in his mind. 
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Yet, there our sires had ever dwelt, 

And round its hearth in childhood played; 
It was their winter dwelling warm, 
Their shelter from the raging storm, 
And pleasant summer shade. 

But seldom to the dizzy height, 

In fear, our eyes were led ; 
Then only by the eagle's scream, 
Or when the evening's crimson beam 

Was there in beauty shed. 

There, spread beneath the azure skies, 

Lay stainless and eternal snows ; 
And clouds, that skim the trackless blue. 
Tinged by the sun with every hue. 

Were fixed, as in repose. 

And when the storm there seemed to rave. 
And tempest-gloom had veiled the snow, 
Then were the brightest of our hours. 
The summer's greenness and its flowers, 
An Eden safe below;. 

The stranger wandering through the glen, 

When passing by our door. 
Halting with pleasure and surprise, 
To gaze upon our paradise. 

Would deem we were not poor. 
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To Nature sacred seemed the spot, 

Yet anprofaned by M^. 
Just from the door a pace or two. 
In the greensward the wild flowers grew ; 

And past, the river ran. 

Yes — so the stranger well might deem. 

For we were happy then : 
Nor did I think in future years. 
That I, in poverty and tears. 

Should wander from the glen. 

The eyrie now is in the stream, . 

Or where that stream would wind ; 
And voices, that in happy mood 
Broke sweetly on the solitude, 

Survive but in the mind. 

Yet deem not that the mountain crag 

Overwhelmed them in its fall : 
In youthful bloom, ev^n when were ours 
The summer breeze, the summer flowers, 
The fever smote them all ! 

And through the nights so long and lone, 

In my deserted room. 
The thoughts of many a joyous hoar, 
Recaird by sorrow's torturing power, 

Gave darkness to its gloom. 
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Then to the musings of despair 

A thoQghty long absent, came : 
'Twas of that mountain stem and high, 
But not as one who feared to die ; 

My thoughts were not the same. 

It fell— but I had wandered forth, 

Unknowing where or why ; 
For He, who took the young and gay, 
Decreed to spare the old and grey, 

Whose wish it was to die ! 



Digitized 



by Google 



DECEMBER STANZAS. 



Sad hang along the sky the heavy clouds, 
Ohscuring eveiy tint that seemeth glad ; 

And through the woods forlorn the breezes aigh, 
Melodiously sad. 

Fit season were it for the dying swan, 
Moving upon the waters in his pain, 

To mingle with the sorrow of the year^ 
His melancholy strain. 

The nightingale singeth in Summer woods, 
When warm and pleasant is the summer's night, 

For the sweet easing of his own full heart. 
And for his mate's delight : 
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The lark, a speck high up in heaven's clear dome, 
Carols, scarce heard upon the flowery earth ; 

As he would fain hear to the gates of heaven, 
That seasonable mirth : 



But meeter for this sad season is the cry 
Of wild-fowl on the azure-misted main ; 

Or nightly clamour of the wakeful owl, 
From some hoar ruined fane : 

More meet the music of wild ocean-waves, 
Or winds that pipe through caves, and broken 
rocks, 

Heard by some shepherd of the northern isles. 
Tending his mountain flocks. 

Ceased has the Robin his soft- warbled strain. 
Heard whilst the sere leaves fluttered to the 
ground ; 

And brooks which wailed among the dying flowers 
Are in cold fetters bound. 

Gone is the green, the delicate summer green, 
Gone is the lily pale, gone the crimson rose ; 

And the dead beauty of the passed year, 
Lies shrouded in the snows. 

H 2 
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Now thoughts which wandered through the 
blooming world, 
Back to the heart from whence they issued, 
throng, 
And by the winter's fire, when winds are loud. 
Are poured forth in song. 

And pleasapt is it in the time of gloom, 
Amidst the wintry tempest and the blight, 

Gathering from all the glory of the past 
To fill our homes with light. 
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That cottage psalm it was sweetly sang, 
As the eTening bells of the Tillage rung ; 
And calmly was closed that sabbath of rest. 
As faded the last crimson beam of the west. 



The psalm has ceased, but a crowd is there, 
And curses are breathed on the darkening air ; 
And many are busy, as falls the gloom ; 
And they talk of a Tyrant^ and of his tomb. 

And they look to the old church, lone and grey, 
And then to that Hall of the olden day. 
Where the hated in life lies cold on his bier ; 
And the few that are with him are pale with 
fear. 
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And loud is the throng, and they curse the dead, 
As they wait by the church for the coming tre^d 
Of the few and the fearful that form the train 
Of the dead they contemn — but they wait in 



The moon is up — and the crowd is gone ; 

The open grave is deserted and lone— 

For the wronged and revengeful have passed 

away; 
They had waited and vowed — ^but vain was their 

stay. 

The Moon is on high, and the funeral comes ; 
But lightly they step by the villagers' homes : 
They have gained the churchyard, yet how softly 

they tread. 
They have fear in their hearts — but not fear of the 

dead. 



Oh ! the hate to the dead of the living they fear. 
The hate of the many who lately were here : 
Who, enraged by the wrongs of the cruel and 

proud, 
Would have torn out the corse from the coffin and 

shroud. 
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They have let down the coffin, and heaped up the 

mould, 
Bat no service was read, and no bell has been 

tolled ; 
They return from the grave, yet hovr softly they 

. tread ! 
The living they fear, and lament not the dead. 



\ 
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THE BEREAVEMENT. 



' I have just witnossed a sorrowful separation, sanctioned by 
laws, human, not divine, a child taken from his mother at the 
age of seven, by the parish overseer."— Villaok Storiks. 



" 'TwERE hard at any time to part, 

But it is doubly painful now — 

With health like mine — 'twill break my heart, 

You must a longer time allow." 

** Come, come ! no parley, he must go, 
The horse is here, I dare not wait : 
You know the Squire, or ought to know ; 
He waits us at the mile-end gate.'' 

What contrast in the tones I heard ! 
His, stern as hunter's of the wild ; 
And then the accents she preferred 
Were, as an angel's, sweet and mild ; 
Such angels' were, could spirits feel 
The griefs her moving words reveal. . 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE BEREAVEMENT. 105 

They moved not him — his heart, was proof 
To all a mother's love coald say : — 
He and the hoy have left her roof. 
Have mounted, and are on their way ; 
And tl^e poor mother from her door 
Looks, till her hoy is seen no more. 

Entranced with what I heard and saw, 
Few paces from the door I stirred, . 
Nor could I from the place withdraw 
Till I that mother's tale had heard. 
I entered, and heside her fire. 
She thus disclosed, to my desire. 
With flowing tears, and frequent pause. 
Of that sad scene the painful cause. 

" My hoy this day is seven years old — 
Would he were not, he then were here ! 
He, whom you saw of aspect cold, 
Has claimed him hy a law severe. 
Compelled from all I love to part 
Maternal feelings will rebel ; 
What are the tumults of my heart, 
The Searcher of all hearts can tell ! 
Though reft of all the world heside. 
With him my lot was far from dear ; 
E'en when my widowed mother died 
His converse isoothed my grief severe 
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'Tis past, and now with no one near, 
To whom I may my sorrows own ; 
To this, a mother's added fear, 
How shall I doubly feel alone." 

" His father's heart I knew before, 
Yet thought not of this cruel deed ; 
That he would seek to torture more 
The heart he once had caused to bleed : 
By him, in unsuspicious youth, , 
Betrayed, where I confided most. 
And taught to find his yows of truth 
Were nothing, and my shame his boast. 
From worth and virtuous feelings free. 
In wealth and rank securely strong. 
He deemed perchance a thing like me 
Too low to feel or sufier wrong. 
Yet, by his heartless treason taught. 
His added suit in scorn I held ; 
I scorned to live the life he sought 
Although my poverty rebelled. 
Yes ! thence I spurned his offers base — 
Refused again his face to see ; 
Humbled by him, and in disgrace. 
Such scene could bring but pain to me.'' 

'* Six years in patient toil I wrought. 
To live by my own earnings proud, 
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Nor from the law assistance soaglit 
To gain the sum which it allowed ; 
But when my mother's health declined, 
And on her dying-bed she lay, 
I could not bear to see her pined — 
I could not leave her night or day — 
My work was left — I was compelled 
To claim the pittance long withheld." 

** I watch'd my mother day and night. 
Nor felt, until the spirit pure 
Of her, my being's life and light, 
Ceased, earthly suffering to endure, 
Nor deemed my own health insecure ; 
Absorbed from my own private woes. 
To calm and bless her awful close. 
But when she died, how was I left. 
Of health, and strength, and solace reft ! 
I could not join the careless train 
Which bore the dear remains away ; 
Nor pay the rites, which I so fain 
Would, with a daughter's duty, pay ; 
And, for the year gone by, I lay 
The prey of sickness, and the pride 
Which loathed to take what hate supplied. 

** Cold — cold — is parish charity ! 

'Twas hard for them— 'twas hard for me— 
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'Twas hard to see their hands unlock — 
Cold waters trickling from the rock I 
Wrung out from famine seemed that aid, 
Although the Squire the sum repaid, 

" When in that solitary state, 
Left to the kindness of the mean. 
If aught my grief could aggravate. 
Or make its cutting edge more keen, 
'Twas when his minions base would raise, 
Before me my betrayer's praise ; 
'Twas when the village bells told wide, 
In mirth — another was his bride ; 
'Twas when at eve that bride and he 
Would unconcernedly pass my door ; 
And she would smile, perhaps to see, 
Faces she blessed amongst the poor : 
She smiled — she could not — did not know 
The fate of one he humbled so ! 

" And these were griefs ; but now deprived 
Of him for whom they all were borne, 
I vainly seem to have survived 
Life's heaviest ills — its bitterest scorn ! 
Now, even now, that sire severe 
Awaits, not distant, to convey 
My boy, claimed by the overseer, 
Far from his home and me, away ; 
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Borne to some public school to be 
Trained for the battle-field, or sea. 
Perhaps he feared his bride might trace 
The father's features in that face, 
And thence might luckless chance unfold 
A tale — ^he wished not to be told ! " 
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ON THE DEATH OF A BROTHER AT 
NEW YORK. 



From the land of the West thou didst promise to 
come, 
When the bads of the spring in their beaaty 
were seen, 
When the bloom and the foliage encircled thy 
home 
With the richness of tint and exuberance of 
green. 



On the surf-beaten shore, we have vainly glanced 

over 

The trackless expanse of the wide-rolling sea ; 

Though many the vessels our eyes could discover. 

That, alas! was not seen which was destined 

for thee. 
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In the land of the san-set what pleasdres detain 
thee? 
What joys may compare with those waiting 
thee here ? 
No ties of affection — no fond hearts enchain 
thee, — 
Thon art bat a stranger, a wanderer there. 



The buds in their glory expand on the stem, 
And court with their fragrance the sweet- 
loving bee ; 
And we think on thy promise whilst looking on 
them, 
And our eyes, filled with tears, vainly turn to 
the sea. 



They have blossom'd in beauty, their perfume 
shed round them, 
They have faded away and left scentless 
the air. 
And the bee hath departed, with pleasure that 
found them. 
But, untrue to thy pledge, here thou dost not 
repair. 
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Oh ! a voice hath declared, in the accents of 
sorrow, 
Thou wilt never return from the land of the 
West: 
That vain is the hope from thy promise we borrow, 
For thy head is now laid where "the weary 
have rest." 
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A THOUGHT AT SUNSET. 



The gold and the crimson have faded, but yet 
Rest the silver-touched clouds where the sun has 

just set: 
They grow pale, they grow pale, and the darkness 

will soon 
Chase the light ^at seems shed on those clouds 

from the moon. 

Thus consumption will flush to the delicate 

cheek 
A tint like the sunset's most beautiful streak, 
That grows pale and more pale, whilst 'tis sorrow 

to know 
That a heart is fast sinking in darkness below. 
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These may fade, tliese may fade from the tears 

of our sorrow, 
To arise, like the bow from the storm, on the 

morrow : 
They may leave us in darkness, but go with a 

light, 
That shall never more set in the darkness of night. 
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TO A GROUP OF CHILDREN. 



How glady how beautiful ! you steal 

Our hearts into your play, 
And with a sweet delusion chase 

Life's weariness away. 
We gaze, until we fondly deem 

You thus will ever be, 
A little race, distinct from us — 

From man's disquiet free. 

We are not light as playful winds> 

Nor graceful as the flowers, — 
And gladness flashes from your eyes 

Whilst sorrow is in ours. 
Boys ! can you ever grow to men 

War's horrid game to learn ? 
Girls ! must you lonely women be 

Their distant doom to mourn ? 

I 2 
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A blessed life, a blessed lot, 

Should your's be evennore — 
The light which gathers round you now 

You send far on before. 
Coloured from this your future life 

In fancy i& as fair — 
Alas, alas ! ye know it not — 

Glad pilgrims — unto Care. 
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WRITTEN ON HEARING A POEM PRAISED BY ONE CRITIC 
AND BLAMED BY ANOTHER. 



When all is said, it is the same," 
Mended or marred by praise or blame 
It cannot be ; if good, 'twill shame 

The blamer's breath ; 
If l)ad, praise cannot give it fame, 

'Twill die the death. 

I will not TOW no more to sing, 

For when comes o'er me the soft spring, 

With dewy and with perfumed wing, 

It stirs the mind. 
And music from the heart will bring 

Free as the wind. 

Much easier could we cease to be. 
Than cease to own the spirit free, 
That lives, a natural melody. 

Within the soul. 
The leaf, bud, blossom of the tree, — 

Past all controul. 
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Then since to song our hearts incline, 
Blamed, shall we evermore repine ? 
Praised, shall we deem the breath divine ? 

Praise errs like blame : 
If simple natural song be mine, 

It will have fame. 

This known — ^to time the rest I leave — 
Nor will I pride myself, nor grieve ; 
The wisest, best, themselves deceive ; 

True verse will live — 
The few fame's woof immortal weave, 

Withhold or give. 
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" Nuns fret not at their Convent's narrow room ; 
And Hermits are contented with their cells ; 
And Students with their pensiye citadels : ^ 

Maids at the wheel, the Weaver at his loom. 

Sit blithe and h^ppy : Bees which soar for Uoom 
High as the highest peak of Fomess-FeUs, 
Will murmur by the hour in fozgloye-bells. 

In truth, the prison, unto which we doom 

Ourselves, no prison is : and hence to me. 
In sundry moods twas pastime to be bound. 
Within the Sonnet's scanty plot of ground.*' 

WOBDSWOBTH. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SONNET 1. 121 



TO A SLEEPING CHILD. 



In the warm sun thy eager steps were free 

To trace the butterfly's quick wayering flight ; 
And the gay grasshopper, and murmuring bee. 

Gave to thine eye and ear their own delight, 
A moment past — and thou art sleeping now. 

Wearied with play — ^how pleasant is thy rest ! 
A smile is on thy lip, thy cheek, thy brow, 

A flow of bliss, whose fountain is thy breast. 
My youth restored ! myself exempt from ill — 

Alas ! that knowledge should be linked with 
Tice ! 
Thy dreams are of the wild-flower and the rill ; 

Thy steps have strayed not yet from Paradise. 
Thy smiling sleep — eve's sunlight on the lake — 
And Joy is thy companion when awake. 
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TO AN EARXiY VIOLET. 



Herald of brighter hours ! why from thy rest 
Thus early dost thou start ? Chill is the gale 
To form like thine, so beautiful and frail. 
The rook, with careful cries that seeks its nest. 
Flings down its shadow on thj[ dewy breast ; 
For sunny is the day, though like smile 
Dear woman wears, when she would fain beguile 
The coldness of her fortune. Upward towers 
The lark, companion of the fields with thee, 
And sings unto the clouds his song of glee ! 
Perchance his skyward dreams are of the flowers, 
Which gather round him in June's radiant hours ; 
When thou, fair comer of the, Spring! hast' 

shed 
Thy perfumed-breath abroad, and droop'd 
upon thy bed. 
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A WINTER'S NIGHT. 



Chill are the trees, and shelterless, and baie ; 

The birds now house them in the ricks and 
eaves, 
Nor longer in the hedges cold can fare, 

Missing their curtained tents of summer leaves. 
The owl now quits the barn, loving the light 

Of the dim *moon, meanwhile the watch-dogs 
bark : 
And nature's thief, nursed of the sullen night, 

The wiley fox, prowls over moor and park. 
The wild-deer rustle in the leaves decayed. 

Of danger fearless, huntsmen sleeping sound : 
But the quick hare, of man even yet afraid. 

Starts, as the acorns pat the frosted ground. 
The world is cold and still — and on the eye, 
The stars gleam keenly through the deep blue sky. 
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That many round me ponr their living light 

I marvel not, nor motirn ; much rather I 
Would in their splendour lose me, than that night 

Should by the darkness show me in the sky. 
The roses red blush not with angry pride, 

Nor pine with sickly envy on the stem. 
That snowy hawthorn blossoms at their side. 

Obtain sweet notice — due no less to them. 
The lowly daisy is a daisy still, 

Where blows the primrose, or the cowslip fair ; 
Showing God's gifts in as divine a skill, 

And by the same winds wafted, everywhere. 
Blessed is he who knows how he is blest — 
With many sharing — bettered — though not best. 
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Oh ! were I spiritual as the wafting wind 

Which breathes its sighing music through the 
wood, 

Sports with the dancing . leaves, and crisps the 
flood ; 
Then would I glide away from cares which bind 
Down unto haunts^ that taint the healthful mind. 

And I would sport with many a bloom and bud. 

Happiest, the farthest from the neighbourhood, 
And from the crimes and miseries of mankind. 

Then would I waft me to the cowslip's bell ; 
And to the wild-rose should my voyage be : 

Unto the lily, vestal of the dell ; 
Or daisy, the pet-child of poesy ; 

Or be, beside some mossy forest-well. 
Companion to the wood-anemone. 
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TO P. B. 

ON SEEING HER DRAWINGS OF WILD FLOWERS. 

Pluck not with sparing hand, but wander wide 

Where sleeps at noon eve's quiet in the wood ; 
And in the dell, and on the mountain side, 

Find nature's gems, and where they star the 
flood. 
For soon, where Winter binds in hopeful death 

Germs of deligbting beauty, Spring shall wake 
The soul of nature, with her stirring breath. 

To joyful life, as though an angel spake. 
Then freely gather thou what freely grow, 

And though they wither, thou shalt lend them 
hues 
And forms as fair, which will not perish so — 

Brief children of the sun, and witids, and dews. 
Whilst led by these to wood and mountain height 
Health will be thine, and ever new delight. 
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TO A CHILD. 



A RosB-bud openiDg, pearrd with morning dew, 
Tbrongh the fresh foliage glancing light and free ; 
A gentle fountain gushing joyously, 
O'er the green sward ; a bright star in the blue 
Of the still heayens ; or beacon on the sea ; 
These have I thought thee, light of fanciful hours! 
Fair promise of time's yet unmeasured space ! 
But be thy bloom more durable than the flower's ; 
Thine all that fountain's purity and grace. 
And may no blight fall on their hopes who trace 
Their features, fortunes, happiness in thine. 
Be thou the starlight of their day's decline. 
Waking unearthly dreams. Oh, may'st thou be 
All I would fondly deem — all they will picture 
thee. 
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EVENING. 



It is deligbtfal midst the early dew 
To be a wanderer, when the morning hoars 
Bear on their wings the perfume of all flowers ; 
And frotn the green earth to the heavens blue 
Ascend the song of birds, anew begun : 
It is delightful, when the summer sun 
In noontide fervour sails above the hills. 
To rest beneath the shade of trees, where run 
Impetuous waters from the mountain rills, 
Cooling the air, meanwhile their murmur fills 
The ear with soothing music : Yet for me 
Eve has a charm more tender, now the bills 
Of the glad thrush and blackbird, far and free. 
Shout forth the day's decline, from tree to tree. 
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TO AN IDIOT. 



I THINK of mists which shroud fair nature's face^ 

And of wild wastes without one cheerful beam ; 
Of skies, whose clouds blot out the starry space. 

When I behold thee living in this dream. 
Time's ocean has no shore that thou canst win, 

Sailless and oarless drifting in thy bark : 
The world around fhee, and the world within 

lie undiscovered — ^for thy soul is dark. 
Fair as the morning star might reason wake. 

Then sun-like rise within thee unto day ; 
Could'st fhon, ere freed by death, thy bondage 
break, 

And this obliyion from thee rend away. 
Such powerful joy would seize upon thy breast 
As fixM Columbus, gazing on the West. 
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Men, with adventurous keels through unknown 



Have found their perilous way ; and, unconfined, 
Roved through strange lands, and dared the 
deadly breeze 

Of deserts, — adding to the stores of mind. 
They have sought deep into the earth, have sought 

To rend all mystery from the earth and sky ; 
Making far worlds familiar unto thought. 

Conferring power on the mind's sovereignty. 
Pyramids which stand, and Temples desolate, 

In savage grandeur, show how men have striven ; 
Powerful, though impotent to cope with fate ; 

To save a name warring with earth and heaven. 
Nor, erring, be they blamed— all speak a soul 
Which earth may limit, bi}t may not controul. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SONNET XI. 131 



TO THE FIRST VIOLET. 



One on this sheltered bank, and only one : 

Fair comer of mde March I the first to show 
A smile of triamph o'er the season gone— 

White in the winds as is the drifted snow. 
Alone — yet dost thou wear a cheerfal look, — 

Cheerful as unto kindred sweets allied ; 
And from thee seems content breathed round this 
nook. 

With thine own worth and grace self-satisfied. 
Here art thou safe — ^now largest ships are strown 

In shapeless wrecks about the restless sea ; 
Here dost thou smile, whilst giant arms are blown 

From oaks, and pines lie prostrate on the lea. 
Quiet in storms, Beauty in dearth, what power 
Is in thy lowliness, sweet, simple flower ! 



Digitized 



by Google 



132 BONNET XII. 



TO BOLIVAR. 



WRITTEN IN 1826. 



The first, the foremost to obey the laws. 
The last to brook oppression.— Rookrs. 



Thou hast done nobly, thou hast bravely fought ! 

Oh I not for kingly state, or lawless sway ; 

At freedom's shrine didst thou thy sceptre lay ! 
And henceforth is thine empire in the thought, 

And feelings of the free. Power may devise 

A throne, whose inc6nse is the million's sighs ; 
But thou hast won for thee a noble state — 

A more enduring throne : for worthless things 

Are crowns and sceptres, and the sway of kings. 
Compared with the high feelings which await 
The givers of the gift of Liberty ! 

Hence is it that for thee the homage springs 
Of all the great and wise ; and hence for thee 
Breathes through all climes a noble memory. 
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TO THE GREENSWARD. 



Now that on sunny banks are Yiolets white ; - 

Now that the skies are robed with mildest blue, 
And loudly sing the birds their new delight, — 

Send freshly forth thy uniTersal hue ! 
Now wintry silence, and the snow, and cold 

Haye melted from the spring ; and warmth, and 
mirth. 
In sun and breeze, with healthful life are bold — 

Make one sweet world of fairy all the earth ! 
What thoughts of pain and pleasure wilt thou 
wake, 

Of beauty's fieetness— lambs at play — of flowers 
That bud and bloom, and perish— graves that take 

New interest from thy touch,— and, in fair 
hours. 
Pain, that all mirthful life, all odorous bloom 
Must lie, erelong, beneath thee in the tomb. 
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NATURE'S INFLUENCE. 



To be a lonely wanderer among hills. 

Where but the eagle's or the raven's cry. 

Is heard amid the solitary sky ; 
Or bleat of the wild flock one moment fills 
The solitude with sound ; from aught that chills, 

Or that disturbs the heart, or pains the sight ; 
Where the world's shackles can no longer bind ; 

And Nature, in her grandeur and her might, 
Hath wrought a flitting temple for the mind : 

To stand alone beside the unpeopled shore, 
Where comes the blue immensity of sea 

And sky upon the heart : from these will soar 
Imagination's eagle- wing, to be 
Strong from its flight, and feel itself more free. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SONNET XV. 135 



TO A CHILD. 



In thought thou art immortal, joyous child ! 

Of one enduring childhood is thy dream : 
With happy ignorance of ill beguiled, 

Thou knowest not things are not as they seem. 
For thou dost look with mirthful brow on death, 

As on a tranquil, or a feigned sleep ; 
Nor would'st thou marvel, with returning breath 

If the pale dead again to life should leap. 
Oh, thou hast much to leftm, and much to bear ! 

And, though there is another world, like thine. 
There lies, between, a world of guilt and care, 

'Of which thy gentle heart can nought divine : 
And I could mourn such knowledge, but that thou 
Wilt be immortal, as thy thought is now. 
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Oh, it were glorious from some moantain cliff 

To gaze along the horizon-circled sea ; 
From the high Andes, Alps, or Teneriffe ; 

No matter whence, so sight might wander free : 
For I am wearied with anhroken ease ; 

Cooped from all natural objects day by day, 
Till the vast mountains, and expansive seas. 

Seem fit alone my longings to allay. 
Oh, better not to have pervading mind 

Than ever cramp it thus with lowest things ! 
Oh, better far that intellect were blind. 

Than fate should clip the spirit's soaring wings ! 
For daily wearied with unvaried rest. 
To toil, to climb, to gaze unchecked were bless'd. 
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ON SOUTHEY'S ENCOURAGING 
H. K. WHITE. 



Loudly may politicians rave, and cast 

Black slander in black ink upon his name ; 
The critics groan to see his volumes vast ; 

The poets sneer, yet sigh for half his fame : 
Let life, — a wind, a wing, or river, speed 

From mortal to inmiortal, Southey stilly 
In life, in death, will surely have his meed. 

And burn, and brighten through his ^'clouds 
of ill." 
A gentle deed will speak to gentle^hearts, 

With a soft tone, to melt, and to subdue ; 
And when, for White, Affection^s sorrow starts, 

How will she name the name of Southey too : 
Love, for the warmth of heart which glowed, to 

cheer. 
Will live in hearts, to Time and Genius dear. 
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" To-day," said I, " throughout my native place, 

Since but one day is mine, IMl wander free ; 
Again each childhood-hallowed haunt retrace. 

And every' old familiar object see/' 
I sought the school, the church-yard^ and the 
brook; 

Again on every well-known hill I stood ; 
And strolled to every solitary nook. 

As I was wont, by field, and stream, and wood. 
Yet careful thought, intrusive with me went. 

Though round me were the mirth and flowers 
of May ; 
And through my mind a dreamy languor sent ; 

Till with regret, when wandering thence away, 
I sighed to think I saw not half I sought, 
And, when I should have looked, was lost in 
thought. 
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DEATH AND TIME. 



Time, taunting, said to Man, with austere brow, 

'' Thou fool to pile up monuments of fame ; 
Thy lesser works are durable as thou — 

The pyramids bear not the builder's name/^ 
Death, Time's dark Page, to Man, in triumph, 

said, 
" Thy mighty schemes of little power resign ! 
Millions whence thou art sprung are with the 
dead — 
Canst thou escape ? even Time himself is 
mine ! " 
Then Man looked round with a despairing eye 
And asked his heart and heaven '' if this were 
so?" 
Straight from the blooming earth, and beaming sky, 
And from the soul, came the full answer — ** No ! '' 
Then hope immortal raised Man's brow sublime — 
And from him shrunk the conquerors — Death and 
Time. 
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With maryelloas natures we familiar grow 
Up from oar infancy ; the sun at noon 
Wakes not our wonder, nor the wan broad moon. 
That piles the azure void with peaks of snow. 
And pales the fiery stars. Like seraphs, glow 
Heaven's starry host — ^yet worships not the mind. 
In silence and in darkness there is power : 
A soul of beauty intense in leaf and flower. 
And a wild spirit ui the stirring wind ; 
But these unto our senses are grown old, 
And have no mystery. Natures new, and bold, 
Have on us come as light unto the blind ; • 
Minds, god-like minds, we almost could adore — 
Free, boundless, vast — ^as seas that have no shore. 
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I DWELL not in the desert, nor am cast 

On some stern island of the sea forlorn ; 
Yet is the present day, as was the past, 

Away in solitary sadness worn. 
I move unknown amid the multitude, 

Unknown, yet not unsocial ; and I sigh 
For hearts, with feelings like my own imbued, 

For love, soft-beamed, from some diyiner eye. 
Better to die than thus wear life away ; 

To wither thus in loneliness apart ; 
To find no gladness in the beaming day ; 

My love a sealed-up fountain in my heart. 
Yet are there souls with whom my own would rest. 
Whom I might bless, with whom I might be blest. 
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TO A LITTLE GIRL. 



Light as the lark, and merry as the lay 
He high in heaven's bine concave carols loud ; 
And graceful as the hare-bell, lightly bowed 

With the sweet breath and dews of early day ; 

Oh ! be thy futare still as fair and gay ! 
For, would thy destinies my wish allow. 
Thy life should be, even as thy open brow. 

Careless and lovely ; or thy part of grief, 
Since all who enter life must feel its care. 

Should be but as a foil or shadow, brief. 
To make thy sunny path seem still more fair : 
Well do I know how guilt and sorrow spare 

Rarely earth's loveliest blossoms, and in me 

The thought at times hath wakened fears for thee. 
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TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 



When the faint day-light waneth from the west. 
O'er thee, a canopy the foliage weaves ; 
And pleasant is the sound of stirred leaves, 

And sweet the blossoms waving roand thy nest. 

As with a blessed child's uncaring breast, 
Forth gushing strong as some clear mountain 

rill. 
Thy happy mate thy heart with song doth fill. 

When down all others fold them unto rest. 
And when the last stars dimly wane away, 

And the first sun-beams round thee tint the dews. 
Amid the clamorous melodies of day. 

Again thy mate his rapturous song renews. 
By day, by night, thy pleasures are in prime- 
Mate of all beauty through the summer-time ! 
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TO EMMA. 



Awake, asleep, in thought, in dreams by night, 

Thou in thy loveliness art with me still ; 
And bearest ever with thy presence bright 

A charm, that weds my fancies to thy will. 
Nothing thou look^st on but doth seem more fair. 

Or touchest, but takes value from thine hand. 
And where thou in thy gladness goest, there 

Is my heart's home — ^my fancy's fairy-land. . 
I would compare thee to the clouds, and skies. 

Unto the buds, the blossonis, and the dews :-- 
But since thy beauties entered in mine eyes. 

All take from thine enhancement to their hues. 
All lovely things have graces of their own — 
Thus in thy beauty thou dost move alone ! 



Digitized 



by Google 



SONNET XXV. 145 



THE SLAVE. 



He was a chieftain in his native land, 

A fearless hunter with the bow and spear ; 
Unwearied did he track the desert sand. 

The lion slew he with a jovial cheer. 
And now he toils beneath the snmmefsan 
' A thousand leagues from where his foot was 

free ; 
A thousand leagues from where his children run, 

Who bore his bow, or clomb to share his knee. 
Through the sad day he toils, but through the 
night 

In blessed dreams he treads his native wild, — 
Gazes on her who was his life, his light. 

And in his transport clasps each loved child. 
The day must dawn — ^the day that bears him back 
A thousand leagues — ^to place him on the rack ! 
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Oh, lay me not benfeatb the poisonous yew 

Nor the dark cjrpress ; lay me not beneath 

The mountain's shadow, nor where falls the dew 

Upon the flowerless solitary heath. 

In utter solitude I would not lie — 

But in some quiet, green, and flowery nook, 

Where the soft winds may through the branches 

sigh, 
And blend their whisperings with the murmuring 

brook. 
I know 'twill matter not, when I am dead, 
Where this frail form with dust shall mingled be. 
Yet soothes in life to think no being's tread 
Shall haunt my grave who felt nor thought with 

me; 
Far from the city's swardless tombs Jto rest, 
Even where I sprung and grew, in N ature's breast ! 
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Away — away-»-it is the summer time> 
To the dim twilight of the dell, away : 
Missing the glories of the season^s prime, 
In crowded haunts why do we thus delay — 
There flows the brook with its low lulling chime 
Through all the freshness of the flowery May ; 
And songs gush forth, to woodland quiet dear, 
Whilst the world^s crowds and cares oppress us 

here. 
There shouts the Cuckoo from the distant heath, 
And in the pine and beechen boughs above. 
Which dance light shadows on the grass beneath, 
Loud are the dreamy cooings of the Dove. 
With natural sights akd rounds beside that stream. 
These crowds, these cares, will live but as a dream. 
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TO A BED OF VIOLETS. 



Early and beautiful ! ye are beset 
With many foes, as ever are the fair : 
Are there not girls with eyes and locks of jet, 
Whose lovers, if they see yon, will not spare ? 
And school-boys, out to find the earliest nest,' 
Who will behold you with delighted eyes ? 
And Peasants, coming here at noon to rest 
And take their food, to whom you were a prize ? 
Perhaps some grey old man, whose sight is thick, 
Brought out by the first sun-beams of the Spring, 
Will faintly see you, leaning on his stick, 
And think that youth is a delicioils thing ; 
Will think of boyhood, and of lovers' years, 
And to his eyes spring a few natural tears ! 

THE END. 
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